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It otood at the top of the dark
maircase, ita arched back and
bristling hair silhouetted against

the yellow gasiight that ahed a dismal

_ Eiare from the one small jet on the

" marrow landing, over the worn stair-

from which all trace of paltern

long since vanished, and flickered

1 " aver the ugly wallpaper, the original_

oolor of which was almost obliter-

ated by dirty finger-marks and jagged
scratohes,

The yellow eyes of the cat looked—
the half lght—Ilike miniature re-
. of the gas jet, only more
N { , and the girl, dragging her
tired feet wearily up the steep stalirs,

Involuntarily as she met thalr
As her eyes grew more accus-
to the 11111t darkness, she dis-
tingulshad the outline of the cat's
body and smiled.

_“Poor puss!’’ she sald. B8he held
an Inviting hand to the outline.

#he had only been one day in tha
third-rate boarding house, or ahe
would have known that the poor walf
on the top stair, enmity expressed in
avery line of ia thin ¥, had too
often ylelded to the invitation of coax-
ing hands and been decelved to evince
any partioular friendlincss now.

The arched back grew even mors
aharply defined; the course halr
to bristle still more, while
cunning crept (nto the yellow eyes.

It reminded the girl of the face of a
woman she had once seen—a woman
whom trouble and lack of love had
fdrosd to regard the whole world with
enmity, to belleve the hand of every
oné to be against her.

Tired as she was, something humor-
in the comparison appoaiesd to the
and she smiled.

*Poor oid woman!' she said gently,
and going up another stalr stroked
tha eéat’'s head.

After the firmt start of mnervous
ahrinking, the poor thing seemed ab-
bewildersd to find that the

—_

I
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nolse, As i of deprecation, It wiggled
head agaln into the girl's

“*Poor old woman'!" she said agaln,
and this time thers was nothing but
tendermness In her voice. )

She put down the parcel she had
bean carrying., and sat down on the

A girl—shabby, hun-
ary, footsore—and a cat—ugly, half-
starved, and friendless; merely toler-
ated In its wretched home, If *‘home’"
% oould be called, becnune it was glad
appease its hunger by killing the
miee who wera foollah
enough to appear on the premises in

search of food.
| ATURE had Intended the cat
to be white, but It had long

sincs forgoetten the fact, and
had given up trying to make
anything approaching a toilet, till now

It was an unwholesome, rusty sort of

drab-gray, with a thin, wretched tall,

and long, absurd whiskers,
It was a quiet time of evening at
tha boarding house.

.. Par away—out in tha streel—the
nolse of traffic sounded blurred; and
downatairs—Iin the reglons where the
machinery of the shabby house grind-
ed out an existence—a hard, shrill
voloe floated up the stalrcase, mingled
with the savor of cabbage water and

"The oal had climbed Into the girl's
lap now, and was fawning over her
hands, emitting a rusty kind of rum.
bling sound that had once, doubtisss,
béen a purr, but which had long
sinoe been thrown out of tune by
disase; and so they remained, those
twe friendless creatures, till the nolsa
of & door opening on the half-landing
above roused them both.

Tha girl started, and the cat, ceas-

in s pitiful attempts to purr, was
more on the defensive,

A man stood on the landing above,
looking down at them.

He was a fine-looking enough man,
if width of muscle and length of limb
counted for anything: but there was a
den't-care definnce about his face and
whale personality that struck one
somehow rather unpleasantly.
“*"What the''—— he bogan irritably,
and broke off.

The girl rose to her feet, picking
up bhe parcel.

Bhe had forgotten the eat, and mada
A movement to pass the man and con-
tinue her way up the shabby, steep
atalr®to her room on the floor above,
. Ad she pasasd him, he moved im-
patiently aside, for the landing was
nArrow,

“Thank you,”' sald the girl, 8he
rilsed her eyes to his face for the
merest second, and met the hard, un-
mterested stare of & palr of blue eyes;
14 n fhe passed on quickly, once more
cunpoious of her weary (eef,

#he had not gone more than a dozen
siaps when the sound of A sculfle ar-
\w#tad  her-—followed by the fall of
wome heavy object and an animal
whine of paln or anger.

Bhe stopped, llstening, and suddenly
romeéembered the cat, and the ugly.
soft head that had snuggled so con-
Mingly Into her hand.

HBhe turned and went awlftly back
dgwn the few stairs to the half-land-
Ing.

The young man waas there, and the
ugly cat—crouching away f(rom him
in the furthest corner.

Not & yard away a heavy book Iay
with its pages soattersd on the floor.
C "What are you doing?" ¢

“It'a that beast of a cat,”" he ex-
piained; *‘I hats the thing! Shs
prowls round the house and into my
room; she's a thief" o broks off,
bis eyes twinkiing. *‘I threw a book
nt her,” he added.

A very manly thing to do, ceﬂnln
ly,”" said the girl cuttingly.

“And as to the cat being a thief,

perhaps you would be the same if
you were half-starved,”

“1 am—ocoasionally,'’ sald the man
dryly.

The girl looked at him scornfully;
then she stooped and lifted the oat
In her arma.

The young man watched till the
bend hid them, then he plcked up the
book and went back to his own roem,
banging the door behind him.

HEY met on the stalrs the fol.

lowing evening.
It had been raining hard,
and the girl's dress was heavy
with water; dropa still dripped from
the brim of her hat.

The man was just coming down the
stairs, buttoned up to his throat In n
shabby mackintosh, preparatory to
braving the slements.

After the first glance the girl
averted her head, but the man blocked
the way.

“I haven't thrown
books,'* he submitted.

"Ploase allow me to pass,’
girl lelly.

There waa m second's hesitation,
then the big, mackintoshed figure wis
preused agninst the dirty wallpaper in
stiff dignity.

“If you gather your skirts together
tightly,' sald ita owner with sarcasm,
“1 think you can manage L0 squesss
by without touching me.'*

The falntest ghost of a smile twisted
the girl's lips, and was Instantly re-
pressed, but she did as he suggested,
and went on her way.

* Bhe thought of the hare room awalt-
ing her with a shudder,

Home!—the only homs she had!—a
miserable top bed-sitting reom, fur-
nished with bare necessities

She pushed open the door of the
room reluctantly, its hinges yielding
as i with rusty proteat.

The little crenk was followed by u
rpoft thud on the floor within, and a
falnt “micow,'” as Into the radius of
light on the landing the ugly cal
thrust itself.

“Old woman!' sdld the girl. She
stooped and gathered the little crea-
ture in her arma. Its soft body some.-
how seemed to hold comfort; there
was a welcome In the rusty purring.

The girl carried it with her into the
chearless room and shut the door.

The followlng morning, when the
rirl opeéned her door, the man wnas
just passing it, on his way down the
stalrs.

He carried a large parcel which
looked like manuscript beneath his
arm, and he was whistling cheerfully.

The girl paused, with the door half
open, waiting for him to pass.

He glanced at her, a balf smile In

his eyes; then he stopped.
" *] haven't got the plague, you
know,'" he sald whimsically. ‘‘And
it seems that we are bound to come
across each other, so couldn’'t you
manage to say 'Good morning’ some-
times, or 'Good evening,” or whatever
time of these endless days It is7"

The girl looked at him steadily.

“1 don't know you,'" she sald; *‘and
I don't care for people who Ill-treat
dumb animals.'”

For 1 moment he looked puzzled,
then he lnughed—a laugh of genuine
amusement.

"“Haven't you forgotten about that
beastly cat yet?'' he asked.

"No,"" sald the girl, *'I have not.
And it lsn't A beastly cat; It's been
ill-trented, and that's why iU's so wild.
Hut when you get to know it, it's a
dear.*’ '

“Perhaps If you got to know me, 1
shouldn’t turn out to be so bad,
either.,"” sald the man soberly. ‘‘But
a fellow geta'a bit rough if he live= in
places like thin all hix lfe. I haven't
spoken to n lady for months!*

The girl sald nothing.

any more

nsald the

HROUGH the half-open door
behind her the ugly, thin
body of the cat had thrust

itself, and now it came close
to the mirl, rubbing its head ngalnst
her skirts,

Bhe looked down at it.

“You see?' she said triumphantly
to the man. *“'She's not n bit wiid
with me now!"'

He followed the directlon of her
eyes.

“No; 1 ddn’'t mean to hurt the
creature—only It used to steal (rom
my room. Puss, puss!'

He stooped, holding one hand te the
val concillatingly.

Theré was a second’s silence, during
which the rusty purring stopped
abruptly, the thin hack grew arched,
and then with a flerce spitting sound
the cat flew back to the shelter of
the girl's room.

The man stood up;
noyed,

“Ungrateful beast !’
ly, coloring.

The girl amiled,

They walked down the narrow stairs
toget her, the man & fow steps behind,

“I'm not anything,”" he told her;
“but 1 always imagine that some dny
1 am going to set the Thamea on fire
by writing a book that will be msold
out in less than a weak, or something
like that. Meantime, I am starving—
more or less,’' he added conscien-
tiounly,

“Fame s & long time coming to
some people,” sald the girl, Bhe
thought of & drawer full of manu-
seripts In the room upsiairs—rejectsd
munuscripts, all of them—and [t was
cheering to know that somebody elss
healdes hersell was hoping on In spite
of defeat.

They wera out In the street now,
and, without asking, the man fell into
stap heslde her.

“l am going in for that Arst novel
competition the Curwen Publishing
Company are offering,'’ he said con-
fidentially. “If only I eould get that,
I believe the rest would be easy. It's
A hundred pound prize; and look what
It-would mean afterwards — look at
the advertisement!'’

he looked an-

he sald boylsh-

“"Yosu''
Yyep,'' mhe repeated. “'1—"" Bhe
broke off, ‘'l ddre say there are ever
s0o many people going in for it, whe
want to win quite ns much as you
do,"" she said half resentfully.

He did nol ansawer.

They were at the corner now, whaore
the dreary street which sheltered the
ugliness of the third-rate boarding-
house joined the busy main thorough-
fare.

The girl halled a pasaing 'bus.

"'Goodby,'" she said.

He looked mather disappointed, and
the girl smiled, as she might have
done at m disappointed child,

“I am gind I didn’t tell him,” the
girl thought, an she climbed to a seat
on the top of the 'bus. “He seemed
80 hopeful,’ and, after all, only one of
us can win the prize.”

HE girl had been kept late at

the office.
The partioularly fourishing
company promoter who paid
her the munificent salary of five.and.
twently shillings a weeck for taking
down his seductively worded letters
in shorthand and typewriting them
alterward,

— the girl looked at him—

had seen fit Lo require her

services for an extra three hours that
oevening: and her eyes ached and her

head swam with sheer wearlness as
at length she deaggod herself slowly
up the three flights of stulrs to the
top floor hut one of the shabby
hoarding-house

A cheap, wheezy clock on the hn!f-

landing struck eleven ns she turned
the Lend in the stalrs where the man
had thrown the book ot the old eat
on the night of thelr Introduction

elght weeks before,
A door on the landing above was
opened, nnd the man looked down

over the bulusters
I wondered what had happened to

you,” he sald. He came down the
stairs two ut o time to her side. *“How
tired you look! Have you beep
working Ilate?"”

“Peis: 1 Akl pot leave till & quarter-
past ten. Oh, I suppose | need not
have stayed''——ns he would have
spoken—""but Mr. Storiea nsked me to
oblige him, and ir I lnd refased—
well, there are plenty more ready to
sell thamuplves far twentv.five shill-
Iings a week,”" she Inughed wearily,

The mun looked at her and away
ngain

1 owish"—— he bhogan, and broke
off.

“What do yon wish?' she asked.

“Oh! thar T were n rich man, or
that you hadn't to work g0 hinrd, Jor

that I might win this Curwen compe.

tition, and oh! heaps of things that
will never come true,’’ he ndded sadly,
looking a1 her tired fnce with tender.
ness in his nsually enrelors ey es,

She looked up at hom

S dovsn’t do 1o hope tho much
for things,'" ashe snid lowly: **iv
makes the disknppointmoent 0 much
harder to bhenr,™

“T know: but 1 ean't hielp fesling
somehow—1 know youll lnigh st me,
but all along I've had o sort of pre-
monition that 1 nm golpng to win this
prize. My lJuck must turn some day,
and why not now? 'Tihe bhook’s the
best thing 've ever wyitten) It's 1ak-
en me months 1o write! Why should.
n't 1 win?"’

“1 hope you will,'" sall he girl,

He laughed excltedly,

“And in another day oOr IWo we
shall know., The resuit was to be
publishiad this week. It l-n'l often I
feel mure of & thing:; but this time
somehow”*

Ha turned suddenly, calching her
huand.

It means such greal 10InEs  to
me,'" he added, **sych grea! things!
Home duy perhinps I'1 b fo tell
you,"

His eyes were upon her, but she
would not lift her own, and har hand
was cold in his,

Hea joosed her suddeniy.

“You are tired out. What a =selfish
beast I am, keeping you standing out
here. Good night.''

“Qood night,"" snid the girl. 8She
opened her door. Instantly there was
a delightied little “micow'" from with-
in, and a soft thud as the cal dropped
from a chalr to the floor,

The girl stooped and lifted the ost
In her arms.

*'1 love her,'* she sald, her poft face
ngainst the cal's ugly In ad, ""hecauss,
llke m®, she's alone In lhc world,
with nnhml)' else to love her."

The man made a sudden mbvement,
but ehecked himaelf

““Good night,”” He sald, almoat
roughly, as he turned away and
climbed the stalrs again to hin own
room.

HREE dnys Iater, when the
girl eame home from the of-
flce, a typewritten letter lny
on her table jn Lhe circle of

yellow Inmplight.

Bhe 414 not see It at NArst; there
wans a soft flush on her chiceks and a

and as she closed
the door behind her she lifted to her
lips n bunch of sweet-sconted violeta

Nght In her evos;

ghe held In her hand. Overhead she
could hear the stops of the man from
whom wshe had Just parted on the
stalrs outside,

He loved her—ahe was quite sure
af it now—though he had not told
her so, unless his eyea had spoken for

him when be bade her “good night;
unless the Kiss he had left on her
hand hind earried straighty to  her

heart n message of all that he would
pome dny tell her himsclf,

She stooped her flushed face to the
gnft head of the old ent, which had
climhed on to the table to gently ob.
trutte its rusty welcome, and Kissed
Its peaked fnce,

““Ho loves me, old woman,” she
whispered; “‘and nmow you will Just
have to make friends with him, too,

to please me, hecanuse— parhnpi—Ir he
wins the competition—well, who
knows what will happen!'* Then her
eyes fell on the letter, Iying in the
circle of yellow lnmplight.

Bhe stood up stowly, withv m iilie
throh nt ey henrt; then she put out n
hand reluoctantly, asx one might do to
a repulsive object, nnd took It up.

Overhesnd the man's sleps wWere
silent.

The girl broke the seal slowly, and
droew out the inclosure.

Dut ahe knew Its contents before
she read theém. Someliow, all nlong,
she had been sure that @ would come,

this letter-—come with Just such news °

such good news, as It wolld have

hoen two months ago: but now
She thought of the man's cyes, as
he had looked at her when he bnde

her “Good night, und she thought

of hix words:

“My luck hus turned now; I am
sure of {—sure—und soon, in & few
days, 1 shall ba abla to tell you all

that I must not téll you now.'r

Bhe knew what he was thinking of,
ahd she had asked him half fenrfully:

“And if you do not win? 1f sone
body else whould''——

And he had intercupted her. almonst
angrily, fiercely.

“You must nol sny
win! I must! I have'
0. nobody else can
much as I dop!""

And now! Hhe lookeéd down nt tha
letter In her hand.

“Dear Madam :—1
pleasure in informing you that
you hoave won the prize of one
hundrml pounds offered by Mossrs

Curwen & Co. In the Firm

Novel Compeiition, your povel—

that; I whall
countad on It
necd o win so

have groat

“ihnt b wan shio

‘The Solitary
Judged the best,
yours faithfully,

Way'—being  ad-
We are, madam,

“JOHN WEBB.

“For Mesnrs. Carwen & Co.™

The girl put the letter down me-
chanieally, and stood wiaring beforo
her, palefaced,

8he had not even told him that she
wrote. Fhe had been shyly ashamed
to tell him that she had dared to com-
pete for the prize, And, besides, hnd
he not so often spoken of his dislike
for women who wrote?—sn often ex-
pressed the wish that she did not have
to work for her own living?

And now—oli] was ever success
more unwelcome—ever so unwillingly
recelved!

Bhe had decelved him—ever so un-
wittingly-——but still, it had been de-
celt.

Bhe had listened to his  hopes,
shared thom with him; and yet, al
the time, deep In her own heart had
been a presentiment that wis almost
a droad that this would happen.

Why. oh why, had she not
him?

She shiversd an she looked down at
the letter.

told

s TN

What would he say? What would
he say?

And then, as If In answer to her
thoughtsa, she heard his door open
above—his step on the stalrs.

Her heart beat so loud she thought
Lie must hear It, as she stood walting

as his slepy came nearer—mnow they
were on the narrow landing, now out-
wide the door, now—he hand knocked,

Twive she tricd to answer, bul her
voice died away In her thront; then
rhe went forward mechanieally and
apened the door.

He walked past her Into the room,
anid she followed, shutting the doar
tohind her.

Therg wita n lotter in his hand,
he held it to her, linlf blindly.

“I'we lost,'" he suld, and his voles
sounded Hke the volee of 8 stranger,
“I'ves lost! The luck has not turned,
after mll. I've been beaten! beaten!
boeaten!"*

He lnughed —uneeriainly.

The girl went forwnard.

There were tears In her eves, her
lipe were trembling.

and

“What does It matter?' ahe sald
“h, It doesn't matter. [ am suro
your book was the best, much the

and

It

She was sobbing now,
unconaeiously  she had  linked  her
hends about hig arm, and bent her

tacn to his oont sleeve

ol don't mind! Don’t mind?' she
wtibisd  desolntely It doesn’t mat-
ter, It doesn’t matter,”

He Hfted her fuce and held it his
Land beneath her chin, looking down
ot e with miserable eyes

“locAn't matter?'  he  repeated
purthlessly. *“Doesn't matter? Why

meant everything (o me-—every
1 have been o fool, but §© wan
e, 1 felt somehow, so sire Uit
I wos going to win, Dogsn’t the luok
vver tuen? 0 thoughit mine hed ot last

n 1 met vou, and I've been walting

t to tell you that | love you, FPye
| d you wover since that lrst evos
ninE We met on the stalrs, whan you
\ 4 hardly speak o me, and 1'va
hoped, and walted, and walted™ —
I voloe drugged in silence, then
wiklbnly he burst oul in passionate
anger and disappointment,

viid mow iU's guno—all gone. I've

everything! I've been beaten
e and by a womun''
girl goave a littie
away from lum,
i 1 her hands.
lin knew, then. She walted Lrem
Lling for him to spesak agoin

“Tuan, then, you are not angry
with me; you know 1 did not mean
Jhesive you?” Hhe broke off
Lo 1) lensly,

He looked at hor wonderingly, aml
in + fash she suw that he had not
koowt, Lthat he did nut Know now
wha had robbed him

thing!

ory, mhe
hiding  hie

sihir L4

of his sUcoess,

A -
ﬁ.,wﬁﬁ.ﬂydj

For the moment she had forgotten
thist “The Folitary Way'' bad been
writton under « nume other than her
own; forgollen that he could not rec-
ognize i, oven if he had heard I

She pulled uway from him, seady-
Ing herself by the table.

"Then you do mot
nuked slowly

He maide po andwer, bul she maw
the wonder grow in his eyves,

Hhe made n violent effort sl
forced herself 1o speak.

“It is 1 who have won the Curwen
Competition! It (s T who have beaten

knaw?' she

you, T wrote the prizse book. 1
wrote ‘The Solitary Way." 1 newer
meant to deceive you, but 1 was
afraid after what vou sald—afrald to
tell you, T--1 l.oook! Here is the
letter I came this evening ' She
held It to him, trembling

There was a terrible silence; ahe
heard the letter flutter to the ground;
then ahe heard him move past haa,
heard his fingers touch the Joor
handie.

She looked up then, flaw across to
him, canght his arm

“Don't go! Oh, don’t leave mo Hke
that' I did not mean to decsive you.

Y et
P

“A MAN WITH A WOMAN
CLUTCHED TIGHT TO HIS
BREAST AS HE TOPPLED FOR-
WARD."

At first 1 never thought I ahould win
it. 1 never wanted to after 1 knaw
you, Then I wans afraid to tell you—

The man looked at her. His face
was white and there was o cold, crusl
look In hin eyes, which reminded her
of the night he had thrown a book at

the cat—the night she had Mrat seen
him.

1 must congratulate you,” he sald,
and his voloe was harsh. 1 must

comgratulate you. You must have en-
joyed many a laugh at my expense, |
will wish you “Gopd night.” "

The giri’s tears dried in a sudden
scorching Mush.

“You are going?'® she anked

“Yeu, " woid the n. *I will wiah
vou "Good night' "’

The door opened and shul again
between them,

The girl stood where Lie had left
her for o moment, staring at the
closed door, then she lnughed hyster -
cally,

1 might have known,” she told
herself, "I might have known,™

A moft paw touched her hand as she
stood leaning heavily agalnst the ta-
ble; & soft head was thrust against
her wrist.

Turning, sho saw the oll cat puah-
ing itself against her, hoard its rusty
purr, She stooped, gathering the lit-
tle friendiess creature in her arms,
burying her wot face In Its fur,

“¥ou love ma better than he does,

Old Woman.'' she said, trying fo
laugh. Then sae broke down,

HE man stood back mechant-
cilly an the fire eoginn came
dashing mround the corner,
the Horses straining, the men

shouting

He looked after It with uninier
ented, woary eyow

The Laondon streels wars  very
qulet—almost denerted-and the siw-
dan riush and thounder of the sngine
seemed to break the mzht =tiliness
wWith terrific force and to ledve It the

more dendly wmilent ns the

the shouting died sway swallowed up
in the heart of the sleeping city

clang and

The man walked slowls

He wan footsore and weary. bt he
wis hardly consctous of it for his
heart and Lrailn folt numb

He had bullt for himself a custle
and It had fallen about him. for Its
foundation had been nothing Lot o
siander hopn, and the groat wind of
dissppointment had come sweoping
nlong over its battlemenis and had
thrown them down

He had been Leaten in (he struggle

for success and  happiness by a

WOmMLA—-a wWoman he lovid

He had dreamed aof a time when
e eould lft from her shoulders the
burden she carried, when he could
take away the necowsity for her to
wirk—when, with his own mighti

nesa, he could make enough for them

bath,
amiled,

And now she had anielly and un-
assumingly done what He had meant
to do—and had won without a word
the thing he had lost in spite of all
hin optimistic boanting

In that moment when he had looked
nt her before he shut the door be-
tweern them he had almost liated her,

All that wus oruel and brutal In
him had come uppermost when he
paw the tears In her eyes, heard her
words,

All plong she must have laughed at
him. Of course she had smiied to
herself at his optimism, even while
nhe encournged it

Fallure, surely thai hardesit to
bear of all the world's misfortunes,
sinlled grimly al his side as he aln-
Jemsly walked the dpreary London
streets, faca to face with tha bitler-
ness of his disappointment,

Peaton, and by a woman!
and by the woman he loved
it had bean somebody elee.

A church clock struek 1| with muf-
fled nofte,

Tha chilme seemed to be far away
nverhend above the clouds, an if up in
the stars A speotre hand were tolling
the hour.

The man turned hin steps home.
ward.

He had been walking the stresgs for
hours, hardly comsclous of what he
win dolng, deadened to all fesling but
the overpowering one of disappolnt-
ment

He thought of the girl—she wan
probably asleep, and smillng In her
nleep at the thought of her succeas
and his fallure,

Smiling, when ahe had cried to him
a0 Lroken-heartedly. When she had
begeed him not to leave her

The sluggish blood In his velns
recmed to thaw, and flow slowly again.

What had he sadd to herT He tried
to remember, Put it all seemed a
blank: only In the darkness, befors
him as he walked, he saw har tear-
#iained face, her pleading eyes, her
volee asking for forgiveness,

Forgtveness' For what? ¥For sue-
reeding where he had failed? A sting
of seif-contempl stirred the man's
heart

He walkked on more quickly.

BUDDEN longing to get bank

and whe had  lstened and

Beaten,
It only

to hoer selzed him. He
thought with dread of the
hours ihat muat still pass

before he could see her. tall her he
wua sorry, ank her to forgive him.

He wan quite noar the dingy street
now, where the third-mate bearding-
house hid Its ugliness. It was but a
few hundred yards away round the
corner.

But how noisy the streets had sud-
denly grown, There were people hur-
rying along, vusning, men and boys,
even women with shawis and wrapa
about their heads, looking as If they
had dressed hurriedly, And what a
curlous light In the sky. The man
slopped, looking about him wonder-
ingly ; then he remembeored.

Of course, it was a fire somewhere,
the engine bad just passed him. How
poople always turn out for a fire!

He walked oo again,

Where was It? He wondered idly, It
would help pass the time If he waent
to see It; help drag away the iater-
minable hours which still lay between
him and the morning.

He caught the arm of a street
urchin running by.

"Where's the fire?"

The boy jerked a dirty thumb for-
ward, .

“Darn ‘ere; jist round the corner,
's a boardin® ‘ouse. Buming ke
old "Arry. Filve engines there.''

The man stood still for a second,
then ddenly he beg to ron; a
quick, nnmaiesa fear had gripped his
heart.

A boarding house. What hoarding
houmss wae theres down in this direction
but the third-rate one where ha him-
wolf lived—whers the girl lived? His
heart seemed up In his throat stifling
him. He tried to console himself.
There waa no resason for the sudden
panie which had selzed him, It was so
aeldom now that lives were lost in &
fire, Of course, sverybody would be
mafely out by this time, even Lhose
who were on the fourth floor, where
the girl's roomy was, Hul he ran'em,
fear clutehing at hils heart,

And now he had crossed the maln

rond and turned the bend; pow he
was n full view of the burning
house, and the narrow, ugly road,

blaek with a crowd of curious spec-
tators, the dense volumes of smoke
from the fire engines. hideous with
the liss and fall of the waler, the
dealening rar of the flames, the
viclous erackie of the burning timber;
and it was *he third.-rate boarding
house where he lived—where the girl
lived,

Fle poshed his way tyrough the
rowd to the alde of the stout con-
stnble, who was ondeavoring to keep
bagek the crowd.

“Everybody out. constable™

His breath came ganpingly

The officer of the law slowly turned
hin hend and stared at him, as If
making up Lhis mind whether he
should answer or not

The man pepeated hia question. an

agony of Impatience In his volce
“In everybody out, man?
“Yes, Leastways, they was; but |

Al heur there wus o young lady, she
wanted to go back for some pet she'd
left behind;, They brought her out
onve ln the escape, but ahe sald ghe'd
left o cat upalalrs, that she must go
back for the cat. Bhe fought like a
wild thing when they tried to stop
ner and broke away. 1 don’t know
whether she's hout now or whether
he got hin Keep back, there."

The muan fought his way Dearer

“} know every inch ef Lhe place,”

he panted. "There's a hack way, owt
on to the roef, L&t me go! 1 must
save her. 1 tell you 1 will go."

He hroke away from thoss whoe
would have held him. He felled one
to the ground, and now ha was free-
free Lo risk hiv Mfe o that sesthing
burning cauldron—where ahe waa,
the girl he loved: the girl whose for-
mivensss ahe had vet to msh. How
vould he let her die when giia had
not forgiven him? How could he
live If it were 100 late now 1o ask her

pardon”?

OQutside the crowd waited with
suspended hreath,

“They're lost, surs emough,” said

a man solemnly, and a woman al his
side began lo sob.

Then suddenly a wild shout went
up from a hundred throats. A rush
Torward was made, a score of willing
hands were siretched to the black-
ened., mcorched figare of & mam that
staggered and resled through the
burning doorway—a man with a
woman clutched tight to his breast
aa he toppled forward,

“I'va gut the oat, teo.”
thiekly. “They were both on the
stairs, It soratched mb, the beast;
but 've broyght them both out™

He laughed stupldly, lurched and
fell heavily to the ground

HE room was so dark when
the man entered that for a
moment he stood blinking vn-
certainly before he saw the
girl lylng on & mofs by the window,
propped up by pillows
He went forward thes and slood
beside her silently
Bhe was awale,
smiling up at him.
“Pleame don‘t look so frightened. '’
she muld weakly. “I'm nearly weoll
pow." Hhe lifted one bandaged hand
from the coverisi.
“IV'a only this'  she said
“Your right hand,’” sald Lhe man

he said

her eyes open,

“Yen." 8Bhe Iald It back on the
quilt with a Hitle breath that sounded
like a sigh “lt might bave Leen so
thuch worse,”" she added bravely., *'I
might never have got out at all if you
hadn't come. It was so terrible. |
tried to get down those stairs, but the
cat was struggling so.'" She shiv-
ored,

**She scratched me when I tried to

plek her up,'’ said the man. ‘““Even
then, you see, she could not forgetl
her hatred of me.' He laughed »
Httle mirthlosaly.
“l have told her that she is to be
friends with you,' msald the girl, *'I
think she quite understands FPuss,
Iﬂ.“

There was a faint siir from a cuah-
fonn at the foot of the couch, and &
fuint spologetie *‘Mieow' as the old
whits cat rose stiffly and shambled
wlong the quilt to the girl.

The girl's eyes challenged the man
to laugh.

“Speak to her,' ahe commandesd.

The man stretched bis hasnd acroms
the couch gingeriy.

“Puss,”

The animal looked at him, opsted
ils mouth to apit, but sppareatiy
changed s mind and sat motionless
with fAattenad ears submitting to the
touch of his hand,

“You see,’” sald the girl triumph-

anily
again,

The man stood
frowning,

“1 did not come here (o make
friends with the cat,” he mald. ™I
came to''—— He broke off, then sud-
denly he dropped on his knees beside
the girl. “1 came to ask you to for-
giva me.” he sald humbly. *"That
night, T think I was mad with dis.
appointment. [ know It isn't any ex-
cuse, but If you could forgive me

upright

some day—I111 wall as long as you -

Itke—I'1l work, I'll do anything, but
don't send me away: If you don't

care for me thare lsn't & soul In the

world who does. | sound like & cow-
ard, I know, but you must forgive
me, you must'’'——

The girl lifted her bandaged hand
and gently towched his bowed head,
Tha hair by his forehead was all
singed, and the girl smiled tenderiy
an she looked at him.

fihe thought of the day »he had
first ween him, the day heé stood smil-
ing arrogantly above her on the sialbrs
witer ha hud thrown s book at \he owi,
and hey heart ached for the chanke
b Wim.

He had been so full of hope, than.
vith his wonderful schemes for briog-
ing the worll to nis feet, wheicas
nOW-— i

“There isn’t snylhing to forgive,
she sabd. "And--and-—oh, deai,"” she
sllededd, Dalf opvinge, *'1 wish you woull
not look #o sad. Do you think? Dom't
you think.”" she asked miuhlu\'ou-i.\'.
frying o laugh, *"that you could mu's
age Lo smiie if 1 let you—just for once

thiow n ok ot the cat?

The man looked up then—a anddu
gleam of the old sudacity in his eyea.

UPhiie by something else § wou il
weieh pither Jdo,” e sall,  beading
dis face 1o hern, “"May I

It was fully an hour later when
the man remembered the doctor's res
ptrlotione wbout a “ten minote viain,”
and he started gulitily, Something
poft and wartn wus curled cozily ‘n
thi s bend of his arm.  He looked down
wonderingly, then he laughed.

‘It Meemat he sald, “that | have
no mare worlds o conguer*™

He gently stroked the disfigured
Iar.d of the O Woman.™

the girl

“She won't purr, anyway,"
decinred o pretended jealousy,

They both listened hmfhhnlr.
then suddenly the silehos waa broken
by & rusty kind of rumbling sound
that hud once doubtiess been a purr.

The “Old Woman® had signed the
declaration of Peaual
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